C A L L A L O O
the name of Callaloo. Nothing beyond my earnest participation in the shared and ongoing labor of black study grants me a seat at so prestigious a table, which is why I'm all the more proud to be present here with you all participating in this conference. It has felt like an initiation of sorts into the life, history, and tradition of a journal that contains much more than its bounded pages, and which continues to enfold new generations of artists and thinkers into its diasporic orbit. I recognize a special genius for connection in all of this, for which I am thankful and to which I am indebted.
Another thing which struck me during yesterday's panel (and which I found reiterated in Dr. Rowell's discussion of his motivation for creating the journal) was how various people reflected yesterday on the needfulness of a space like Callaloo, on the fact that the journal was created some forty years ago out of a pressing sense of need for a dedicated home for black arts and letters. Hearing this, I could not help but reflect on the fact that I have never had to be without an intellectual and creative home in the world. Callaloo has always existed for me. In fact, it's older than me. I've never lived in a world where I've had to wonder if there is a home for the kind of work that I do, for the writing and thinking that I do. The fact that this has not always been the case for my elders and ancestors leaves me deeply grateful for the Callaloo community.
Finally, to conclude my response, I'd also like to remark upon Dr. Rowell's declaration that the journal, in providing a home for black arts and letters, is not an insular and exclusive tribe arranged in antagonistic relation to other traditions, but rather emphatically "pro-humanity." I was struck by this assertion, that a journal could be for humanity, as well as the suggestion that Callaloo, in its ongoing celebration of black cultural expression, contains a message for the world. Indeed, as Charles so beautifully stated, "the world will discover our kinship in the humanness of what we publish." It's this idea that, at bottom, Callaloo harbors within its pages an ethical vision of what it means to be human, a revelation of our common humanity that bears meaning and significance beyond the already expansive black tradition. Someone said this yesterday, but it bears repeating. The journal really does offer a record of how the peoples of the African Diaspora, in all of our suffering and joy, have managed to place our finger on the soul or pulse of humanity. We keep the beat. And perhaps by listening to the collective witness of Callaloo, the world may better learn to play in time.
As far as offering up questions, I wanted to raise a very simple one. Over the course of a life's work, forty years and more, I can imagine that there are plenty of surprises. Plenty of, maybe, unanticipated developments. I wanted to ask you, Charles, what has surprised you the most over the course of your work with the journal? Thank you.
